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GALLA WATER. 


O braw lads of Galla water; 

O braw lads of Galla water; 

I’ll gae my lane beyond the hill. 

And look for him my heart sighs after. 


But when returning, crown’d with laurels, 
Frae the fields of death and slaughter, 
Ye shall meet with me, my love. 

And bring me hame o’er Galla water. 


O BRAW LADS OF GALLA WATER. 


O braw lads of Galla water; 

O braw lads of Galla water; 

I’ll kilt my coats aboon my knee. 

And follow my love through the water. 


Sae fair her hair, sae brent her brow, 
Sae bonny blue her een, my dearie; 
Sae white her teeth, sae sweet her mou’ 
The mair I kiss, she’s ay my dearie. 


O’er yon bank, and o’er yon brae. 

O’er the moss amang the heather; 

I’ll kilt my coat aboon my knee. 

And follow my love through the water. 
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